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'Bad news?' she asked.
'No. Good. Anne is married. My wife,' he said.
'Yes, your wife. And that makes things better for you?5
Wilson lit another cigarette. 'Yes,' he said.
And how much better it did make things! Somehow until
she was married again he had felt responsible for her. It was
partly that which had held him back with Olga. He had not
wanted to have an affair with Olga. There had been other
affairs, women he had been fond of, friends; he had never been
promiscuous. But Olga was not like that. There could never
have been a light affair between them. The one thing he had
determined was not to let himself be hurt again: not to love
until he was sure he would be loved. You could only be in
love just so often.... something happened to you each
time...
Olga was examining her hands. Her lashes lay over her
cheeks as she looked down.
Tm going to Nairobi tomorrow; the papers must go to
Frazer at once. Will you come with me, Olga?'
'Me?'
cYou can't stay here, darling.'
CI must stay for a little while. There will be an inquiry. I
was the only witness, you know.' She smiled at him. 'Even in
Africa such things have to be explained. But you ought to go.
Frazer must have the news and Bentinck's notes. My hus-
band's papers you can give to the Belgium Consul.'
'And you?'
Til come later, if you care to wait.'
He went over to her. She stood up. He took her in his
arms and kissed her. It was a different Olga that he kissed...
'We'll be married in Nairobi,' he said, 'and then go home.'
'Henry,' Olga said, 'my husband was only killed this after-
noon.'
Tm sorry, Olga.'
*I did not love Jean, you know that Yet I did love him.